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another. Crichton whispered in Mary Bevan's ear, 'Did you ever
read a book called Line upon Line?'

Wednesday, 6 July

At 3 o'clock went to Wye Cliff by the meadows. The targets
were pitched in the long green narrow meadow which runs down to
the river and the summer houses, one of the prettiest archery grounds
I ever saw, the high woods above and the river below. It was a
pretty sight to see the group of ladies with their fresh light dresses
moving up and down the long green meadow between the targets,
and the arrows flitting and glancing white to and fro against tie
bank of dark green trees. At 6 tea, coffee, cider cup, &c. was laid
out in the summer house and when 3 dozen arrows had been shot
we left off shooting and went to tea and I made up the scoie. All
fhrough the hot burning afternoon how pleasant sounded the cool
rush and roar of the Wye over its rapids & rocks at the end of the
meadow.

At 5.30 started to walk to Clifford Priory to dinner, going to
Hay across the fields. I arrived before any of the other guests and
in tie dark cool drawing room I found Mr. Allen, his brother Major -
Allen, and Major Allen's two bewitching pretty little girls, Geraldine
and Edith. Fair Helen of Troy prettier than ever followed with her
sister from Hardwick Vicarage, Henry Dew and Emily, Pope and
Mr. Allen, Llanthomas, Mary and Grace. I took Lucy Allen in to
dinner but was forcibly separated from her and sat opposite by
Louisa Wyatt who talked Switzerland and saved me much trouble
in finding conversation. It was a very nice pleasant dinner. No
constraint, plenty of ice. Good champagne and the first salmon I
have tasted this year, a nice curry, and the Riflemen strawberries
(juite magnificent. Everyone in good spirits and tempers and full of
talk. Clifford Priory is certainly one of the nicest most comfortable
houses in this part of the country. The evening was exquisite and
the party wandered out into the garden promiscuously after dinner
under the bright moon which shone alone in the unclouded sky.
When the party re-assembled in the drawing room there was music,
and meanwhile I had a long talk in the recessed window and moon-
light with Helen of Troy. She and her sister were dressed prettily
in blue, the most elegant and tasteful dresses I have seen this year,